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[205]
" Oh well, I'm bound to say that, so far as thing goes, it's not much of a job."
" Where's it going to lead you ? "
Wazemmes shrugged his shoulders slightly and made a" face.
" .What kind of a wage does a working painter actually get by the hour ? "
"I suppose Peclet is making about one franc twenty-five."
As he named this sum, which suddenly struck him as beneath contempt, Wazemmes realised, more forcibly than ever, that his present lot was utterly unworthy of him.
" Do you like this trade of yours ? " the gentleman demanded. " Do you see any future for you in it ? "
Did he ? A brilliant future indeed ! A rosy outlook ! When he came to P<§clet's age, if he had as much talent, making his twelve francs fifty a day when work was plentiful — and being out of a job for how many weeks when it wasn't! He must have been unpardonably weak to have accepted such a fate, even provisionally; and he had done himself no good in the eyes of his questioner by telling him the truth about it.
So he hastened to declare, stumbling over his words a little:
" Oh, of course I know that it's no profession for me. I just went into it as a stopgap. Besides, I'm too well educated for it."
The gentleman smiled.
" Really ?   So you've been a student, eh ? "
** Of course ! I've done a year of extension courses and more than six months at Colbert's. I could have taken my certificate."
" Why didn't you?"
ce I lost my parents. I was in the hands of an uncle of mine."
€* He couldn't afford to let you go on with your studies ? "
" Yes, I believe he could, if he'd liked. But he was a painter himself, you see? He doesn't work much,

